I envy these: the steps that you will tread,
The jasmin that will touch you by its lea* *#,

When, in your slender height, you stoop your head
At the low door beneath the palm-thatched eaves.

For though you utterly belong to me,

And love has done his utmost 'twixt us twain*

Your slightest, careless touch yet seems to be
That keen delight so much akin to pain.

The night breeze blows across the still Lagoon,
And stirs the Palm-trees till they wave above

Our pile-built huts; oh, come, my Lord, come soon,
There is no Breeze to cool the heat of love.

Every rime you give yourself to me,

The gift seems greater, and yourself more fair,
This slight-built, palm-thatched hut has come to b*

A temple, since, my Lord, you visit there*

And as tbe water, gurgling softly, goes
Among the piles beneath the slender floor,

I hear it murmur, as it seaward flows,
Of the great Wonder seen upon the shore.

The Miracle, that you should come to me,
Whom the whole world, seeing, can but desire,

It is as though some White Star stooped to be
The messmate of our little cooking fire.